GOLDEN  HORN

draw blood, but I still carry the scar. To my astonish-
ment I saw that the aggressor, far from being an officer,
was a fanatic who wore no stitch of clothing upon his
hirsute and nobly proportioned person : either he had
been painted or tanned by the sun to the distant resem-
blance of an Ancient Briton. Life is full of surprises. He
looked so odd, dancing before me naked, that I began
to laugh ; but he hit me again, and knocked me out

I recovered my wits to find myself in a scrimmage of
Arabs who tore off my tunic and screamed at each other,
buffeting me from side to side. The old gendarme looked
on with kindly eyes. Arabs will be Arabs, he seemed to
think.

Soon I was clad in little but shirt and shorts, with two
exceptions to my semi-nakedness : my single eyeglass
was still in my eye and I still wore my wrist-watch :
perhaps my assailants did not know that they were both
detachable. Arabs go mad when looting.

My Flight Commander, who was captured at Ctesiphon
two days later, told me afterwards that when he was
being mauled, he had had three live bombs on his
aeroplane : he had tried to tell the Arabs of the danger of
touching them, but they paid not the slightest attention
to his warnings : suddenly there was a terrific explosion :
an aim and a boot shot sky high : one of them had been
blown to bits, but the remainder went on looting as if
nothing had happened.

The number of our captors increased every minute and
the gendarmes had difficulty in protecting us. All round
us horsemen exulted, firing feux de joie. We were now
making slow progress towards a police post about a mile
distant, but at times the throng pressed round us so